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•cniL] THE COURT OF JAMES III. 25 



Mara. Ha, they are gone ! on, on they flash like 
light ; 
A shock ! 
fe^_ James, What, then ? Quick, quick ! 

Marg, A saddle's void; 

The horse flies loose— 
James. Which horse ? 

Marg. It is the black ! 

James. Thank Heaven for that ! 'tis Angus is o'er- 

thrown. 
Marg. Both steeds are loose. 
James. What say you ? 

Marg. Sword to sword 

They fight — 'tis nobly stinick ! Oh, would to God 
I were a kni&;ht ! Again — he's down ! he's down ! 
James, Who's down ? 

Afarg, Lord Angus ; o'er him like a king 

Stands Mar. 
James, ' He's safe I he's safe I Cochrane is safe ! 
Marg. He stoops, and raises Angus ; he takes ofi* 
His helm ; he lifts him. Now, by Heaven above, 
A nobler man than that breathes not on earth ! 
He leads him to the tent. 

James, Hear you the shouting ? 

They cannot hide their joy that he is safe. 
See you nought else ? 

Marg, The crowd begins to part. 

James, Come^ then, we'll meet him. But I'll chide 
him^ too : 
He must be mad to risk so rich a life 
Against a man like that. Think you not so ? 

Marg, I know not, sir; 'twas noble, 'twas — my head 
Feels giddy. Have I spoken against that man ? 
Hold me excused from going with your grace. 
James. Haste, haste ; I long to press him to my 
heart I [^Exeunt. 
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OR. 



THE COURT OF JAMES THE THIRD. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — In front of Holyrood. 

Enter Lennox and Gairlies. 

Len. What should we fear ? 

Gair, Loud talking, my Lord Lennox — 
That's what we shoiQd have fear of. 

Len. Not a whit. 

Here's a poor king, led like a managed horse 
By Cochrane. What is Cochrane ? 

Gair. He is a man, 

A bold and wise one. 

Len. A mechanical ! 

A fellow that plans houses, that builds bridges. 
That levels roads, that rear'd the battlements 
On this old Holyrood. 

Gear, [pointing up]. Thai built, no less, 
Yon donjon. 

Len. Well, he shall not rule us long ; 

He's been our master since our noble prince 
Bold Mar died suddenly. And Albany, 
Otir other prince, is banished. Come, Lord Gairlies, 
Tis pitiful to yield to the base yoke 
Of such a one as Cochrane. We must wake 
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Between the £sk and Nith, unless his name 
Be Douglas. 

Bish. But the thing is fixed, I tell you, 

And Cochrane will be leader. We must strike, 
Or yield at once. 

Ang, I never could speak the word — 

That "yield." 

Bisk. If once he face the enemy, 

And wins a stricken field, farewell, my lords, 
To power and state for you ; an iron hand 
Will hold the sceptre, and your day is done ; 
You will be meek, submissive chamberlains, 
Mild grooms of the stole, and pithless silver sticks ; 
Gilt pageants of a court, — but the true power 
Will be with James. The people love this man. 

\8t Lord. But he shall never win a stricken field. 

Len. He cannot fight the English by himself; 
Now, if we were to run ? — I'd do it myself 
Willingly — if we all should run and leave him ? — 
Eh !— I but hint it. 

2d Lord. Better let him try 

The sharpness of a dagger. 

Gray. Gentle lords, 

I heard my nurse tell an old history. 
How that the mice took counsel, and resolved 
To hang a bell about Grimalkin's neck. 
To warn them of her coming ; till one mouse, 
A very sensible animal, I think. 
Puzzled them all, by asking which of them 
Would risk itself within the monster's claws 
To tie the string. 

Len, My lords, I'm not a mouse ; 

But if I were, and Cochrane were a tabby, 
I would not face his claw for all the world ! 

Ang. Leave it to me, my lords, I'll bell the cat. 

[Shouting outside. 

Gair, Ha, shouts for Cochrane's triumph I Come, 
my lord. 
He must not see you thus. 

Ang. But he shall see me — 

I have to thank him for his courtesy ; 
I would it were in fitter guise than words. lExeunt. 
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My lords. I never had a fame for jesting ; 
If I had heen so lucky, and could trip 
A score or two of verses from the tongue, 
It might have served me hetter. Listen here : 
T^G ans has made this Cochrane helted earl, 
An^ called him Mar. Power never sank so low, 
Nor pride climhed up so high ; the king and he 
Are brothers, nay, he's something more than brother. 
And leads him as he lists. 

J^en, Come king, come devil, 

1*11 l>ear't no longer. 

Crair. Gentle lord, be still : 

I^a.w back ; they're coming. 

■^ng, [looking up the High Street], An' he had heen 
bom 
A noble, he'd ha' borne him nobly. Pity 
SucL a proud mien should own no redder blood 
^^a.n a base churl's I He bears him like a man, 
And has an eye that — Lennox, in your ear, 
^Hen will you have so proud a glance as that ? 

[The lords retire, 

^nter King James and Cochrane, and attendants, 

Barnes, I wish I were a prince of Italy, 
To aee new towers rise in the balmy air, 
-A-nd hear soft music all the livelong day. 
'^l^ ! Cochrane, what a happier lot than mine 
I* ^wise Lorenzo's — ^the magnificent — 
The star of Florence ! How I envy him ! 

Goch, He has great duties, and he does them greatly, 
Aiid so is happy. 

*^ames. Painters, sculptors, poets, 

A.re round him ever ; eyes where genius glows, 
A^d lips where love is cradled. 

Oocn, No, not ever ; 

These are for pleasure hours ; his working time 
Has other objects — wrongs to remedy — 
To vindicate the law, and cast his shield 
Over the powerless, — and with armed hand 
To daunt the oppressor. Think, sir, you're a King. 
Ja$nes, A king — a Scottish king. Oh, let ua talk 



E>,ter Ja> 

Jama. Walter ! and safe ! Oh, how you 1 
me, Walter 1 

Coch, [Anetis]. My liege. 

Jamen, Up from your knee, t'my heart, t'my heart 
And not a wound ? How dare you, Lord of Mar, 
Trftnagresa our orders?— but you are not [ouchadi— rj 
We shall take measure for your punishment, 
O Walterl had you fall'ii, what could I do 
With the cold scowling of ol 

Coch, Your g] 

Will pardon my ambition ta cross swords 
With such a knight as Angus. 

James. Such a knight 1 

Why I could knight a thouaaad such a day, 
And make them dukes and earls ; but you, deavfi; 
So wise, so deep, so elevate of soul — | 

How dared you light without ourroyal willT J 
Well put you in close ward. — And you, twt 
How dared you lift your saerile^oua Imnd 
On a high nature like Lord Mar's — our lrielli[] 

Ang. My liege, I buw a glove, and took it q 



louchad.1— ri 



Cock. Tru 



1 my knee, I plead for Anj 



I was in fauil, hot, heedless, and provoked :- 
I was the challenger. 

Jama {fo Angiia\. If you had touched 
One hur, I woLud have borrowed a liot 
And torn you where you stand ! — But , 

Match you with rufflers like yourself; . 

Some way shall tame you,- — Come, my Lard oti/ial- 

Coch. Not till you've pnrdoned Angus. 

Jamtt. Pardoned hitK 

The man that tried to rob me of my guide, 
My aid, my stay ! 

Coeli. You pardon both or none. 

Jama. Well, ft-oni our heart we pardon you, Ifff, 
Angus, 
And trust to have your aid in our good oauH J 
Ere iong. 

Gair. Sit down, Lord Angus, you are tt 



1 
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Ang, No ! if the standing racked me with hot pains 
For ever, as they do now, I would not shew 
By look or sign that Douglas owned a pang. 
Farewell, Sir King ; farewell, my Lord of Mar. 
I own you for a knight expert in arms ; 
Bat an my horse had equalled your grey steed, 
The issue might have changed. 

Coeh, You like the horse ? 

Ang. No knight e'er crossed a nohler. 

Cock. My hrave horse, 

My gallant grey ! I rode him in the field 
AtReggio with the Southern chivalry, 
When we overthrew the turhan'd Saracen : — 
A soul of fire, a heart of gentleness, 
A courage like a king's — my stately harh ! — 

[7*0 an attendant. 
Carry Grey Julian to Lord Angus' stahle. — 
My lord, he'll hear you with a step more proud. 
Since he supports a Douglas and hrave man. 
Farewell. [Exeunt James and Cochranf» 

Ang, I cannot take his horse. 

Gmr. Why not ? 

'Tb worth a thousand crowns. 

Bish. Another hrihe 

To win you to his service. 

Gair. Take the horse ; 

He knows he has no right to such a steed. 

Ang, I cannot tell — there's something strange in 
this; 
There never was a king with such an air, 
Or opener hand. Til think upon it, come. [Exeunt. 



ACT in. 

Scene I. — A Boom in Holyrood, 
James, Cochrane, Lord Drummond. 
James gloomy and depressed, 
Coch, What said the learned hishop ? Droop not so. 
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James, He warned me of false friends ; he said the 
stars 
Prophesied evil. 

Coch. Has the earth no poison, 

That he must wrong the heavens ? The stars on high 
Fulfil their courses,^clear, unfailing, calm — 
Reckless of what we do on this poor glohe ; 
And if they give a lesson, 'tis hut this — 
To walk in high serene tranquillity 
On our appointed paths, as they on theirs. 

James. False friends, he said. I have no friend but 
you; 
I told him so ; and then he shook his head 
And prayed. Ah, Walter, if the stars speak truth ? 

Coch. I've given orders to receive the stars, 
And hostile planets, and opposed conjunctions, 
In fitting guise : Caerlaverock is well stored ; 
The Borders guarded ; a stout company 
On Lauder Bridge. If you advance your banner, 
, I think the heavens will smile before a week. 
And tlie lord bishop read their lessons better. 

James. But will our liegemen follow? 

Coch. Try them, sir ! 

Lead them ! 'Tis a poor heart that will not follow 
When 'tis well led. 

James. What I ? Is there no way 

To close this feud ? What is it Albany wants ? 
They tell me he but asks our love again ; 
Oh, if he ask but that — 

Coch. Who tell you this ? 

You have not heard of Albany's truth from Angus ? 

James. No. 

Coch. He's too brave for falsehood. 

James. But he'll bear 

Hatred for what has hapt. 

Coch. A heart like his. 

If 'tis the heart I think it, has no room 
For thought so base : no, sir; our strife shall be 
Which shall be foremost in our country's service ; 
We shall be foes no longer. 

James. You are like 

The sun, dear Walter, all compact of light, 
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And brigbt'ning what it looks on, till it shines 
As with a separate fire. I like not Angus. 

Coch. He s rough in speech, but true in heart and 
hand. 
The lords await your grace. 

James. Come with me. 

Coch. Nay ; 

111 follow in brief space. Shew them their King — 
Bear you a royal front ; tell them your sword 
Shall shine the foremost, and your steed tread first 
Upon an English corse. 

James. Bring the full guard — 

I like it not ; where are their lordships now ? 

Coch. There — in the park. Fear not for Angus' faith ; 
I'll answer for his zeal. 

James. Would it were past! 

They're in the park you say ? lExit James. 

Drum. 1 think his grace 

Looks downcast, though so near a stirring day. 

Coch. You have forgot, my lord, that a king's heart 
Is not as ours. He has a father's grief, 
Who sees his son in danger of his life : 
His subjects are his children. Pray you, follow, 
And g^ve him comfort. \_Exit Lord Drummond. 

All are ranged in wrath, 
And potir their hate on me. Oh, why for this 
Left I the sunny land, the golden south. 
The birth-place of high thoughts and noble men ! 
But JameSj the loving king, the trustful heart ; 
I will not leave his side, though at his side 
I know the grave lies open. All against me ! 
Lennox, the Queen, and the pure noble heart 
Of Margaret Randolph ! If she knew my thought. 
How for no pride, nor avarice, nor ambition, 
I toiled and struggled ! — when the strife is o'er 
She'll know how she has wronged me. Is't, then, so ? 
Beats there no heart in all this troubled land 
In unison with mine ? Angus, brave Angus I 
One effort more to win so stout an arm ! 
Ill see him ; he is harsh, and cold, and proud ; 
But bears too high a name to stoop so low 
As play the traitor to his trusting king. [Exit, 
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Scene IL— jf Room in the Palace. 



M^E 



2«dLADYDRf( 



Marg. Dear Dnmimond, ore ymi sure 
changed, 
And hales this man t Why does she hate hlm-n 

Lady £>. ** 

I matvel you sliould ask ; a man like him ! 
His fathers have been vassals of the Coinyns, 
Or tenanta of the abbey-lands of Perth, 
Or something else, 1 can't remember what. 

Marg. And therefore the queen hates him 

Lady D. % 

Marg. Oh! 

Lady D. Don't you hate the man yourself T 

Marg. WhoF 

Of course, of course ; but whal has changed the que 
She did not bete him \ nay, she chided me 
Because I spoke so harshly of Lord Mar: 
I did speak harshly — harshly, very harshly. 

Lady D. Oh, you were always sucli a merry girl ; 
When you hut heard his name— and the poor king — 
His puppet ! his poor toy ! 'twas pretty spoct 
To bear how you described them. 

Marg. Was it so? 

Lady D. But you look serious now. Is it because 
He took some vantage over poor old Angus t 

Marg. Vantage! what vantage save what his \mAA 

And ha stout arm bestowed? What moves the qtieen 
To hate that man ? 

Lady D. She thinks be rules the king 

Too much ; that it were belter to bring back 
The Duke of Albany, Ibe good king's brother. 

Marg. The man that fawns on England? the boM 

The traitorous, cruel, lurking, false-tongued man. 
That Iniats to foreign swords lo force his way 
Over Scutch corses to the Scottish crown? 
No 1 1 aay no I 1 tell you, I say no I 
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Your hand it Aalrng : vlae'f 

Why my hand nhakcf; if x pm. iubjcic £3d«^ 
It wovdd not ihake. mcreii^t Eas df Aarw! 

Lady D. I Aink he « ia ^F |HEk : ibeaca-kESf 
Hold ooancQ- 

Marg, Dothcr! Tbn- acuc khzulI ! 

Now in the name of heaven au aS me asna^ 
What need of c uiuuel nov. vhen the iat flands 
In veiy act to ^nap on anr poor laac 7 
Covmcu ! pah ! dicre's no izme te cooari] nov. 
Ill see the £ail of Ai^^i^ 

Lady Z>. Wait avhiie : 

111 go with yon : not on yoor hood and tbL 

Marg, No ! aa 1 am !-^oaniel ! I xom the word ! 
Follow meyllrammond. If the qac«n takes part 
With Albany, and frowns upon Lord Mar — 
James is so eaafly led — IH ice Lord Angiis. \ExewU. 



ScBXE lU.—ne Park, 
GAimLUSy Gkat, Lcanox, Bishop, Lords. 

Gair, This Coehrane has wrought manrds on the 
king. 

Bith, I teU TODy sirs, there's something more in this 
Than comes of mental ginding. He has help 
From all the fiends. 

Enter Angus /rom behind* 

Ana* Then he has goodly friends : 

Welltiy and get some devils of om- own ; 
He can't haye got them all. 
BiMh. YouTl find it true ' 

Ang. [to the Lords'], What happened at your meet- 

On an oldnaiL 

e 



Oray. Take off your spurs, brave A 

Ang. Look you, my lords; I know not 



To ua and R 

Ang. Aid, Aid, — I want no aid, 

Nor ban, nor Rome. Listen, my sood lord bishop ; 
I know tbe sort of slaying pleases beat 
Ourholy mother Church ; a qukt stab 
Where no one sees; a, sleeping draught too strong ; 
An eyelets dungeon in some hidden tower ; 
I'll have no deed like tliis to please the Church. 
This Cochrane is a Man, anil as a man, 
And by a man, he shall be slain, Tliia arm 
Shall do the deed. It is no fameless thing, • 
A brave man's doom. That man's a foe to me 
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That takes thk from me. Be be print or csii. 
The man diat daw Lord Mar, tifl I am br. 
Dies by dub hanJ. 



^ Ahous Ugeimg ami, emUr Gkhkaxz, nCA Attemd- 

Cockm The king deparb 

Gmr, Heie*s Codnane. 

Cock. I would ipeak to tool mr had. 

Ang, Were yoa a ^nr, mj hxd I Car ifjaa vere. 
And heard mj wotdi — 

Coek, I heard too noC 

Gair. Tio ike Xardk]. Hndi! hi^ ! 

Ang, I told joor kadahip vhm I «v too last^ 
We were not fiienda : I am not to be boogfat 
Eren hy the wordileai file too left to me. 

Cock, Bai^;faty mj good lord ? chj 'twere of price- 



The heart of a braTe man in this our need. 
I fidn would bay joo, bat as noUe hearts 
Are boaght — b j noble trust. 

Ang. Trust me no trast ; 

I know what place is mine, or should be mine. 

Cock. Toar ^aoe^ Lord Angus ? Should jour pkce 
he hereby 
When eveiT plain and strath in Douglasdale 
Echoes witn tramp of horse and sound of horn? 

Amg, Who sounds the horn ? Who rides the horse? 

Coek. True Scots, 

Who look with longing lor the leadership ; 
Of Angus. 

Aug, But I hold no leadership ; 
There's one holds that, that spells a diflerent name 
From Doiuilas. 

CoeJL No^ not so. The Douglas cry 
Shall deaTC the Ibeman's van, I^ec a bold hawk 
Piercing a summer doud ; that other name 
Win sound but as a man's who lored his ^^gt 
And wished — prood wish ! — to die in the defence 
Of the unconquered soQ that gave him birth. 
Yon dionld not think so hanmy of that name. 
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Ang. Sir, Douglas will take care of his own naime 
Do you the same of yours. 

Coch, \to the Lords], And you, my lords? 

Ang, They do as I do ; not a man of them 
Stirs southward. 

Coch, Then hy heaven ! — hut patience yet. 

Enter Margaret ; she stands apart, 

I pray you, nohle Angus, pause awhile 
Ere you reject the offer of a love 
That will he lasting ; for it takes its strength 
From duty, from regard ; here is my hand ; 
You take the king's true love as well as mine. 

Ang. [rejecting the handT], The king, sir, should hfl 
thought of this before ; 
He had his nobles ready, sword and spear, 
And he chose others. 

Coch, But you leave the land 

Naked, defenceless — England's mock and scorn, 
Albany's spoil. 

Ang, Gramercy, sir, make haste 

If you have more to say. IVe told the king, 
I've told yourself, we'll have no upstart here 
To outface the oldest names. Do I speak plain ? 

Coch, My lord, I will not say what I have heard 
Of acts and threatenings that 'twere shame to speak, 
Linked with the honoured name of Angus. 

Ang, Well ! 

Speak or no speak, it makes no boot to me : 
I ve told you my resolve. 

Coch, Then you refuse 

Your following to the Border ? 

Ang, Till I am asked 

By some one better worthy of my answer. 

Marg, [coming forward]. Then answer me ! 

Coch. The Lady Margart 

Ang, Rash girl ! pert minx ! go mind your wheel 

Marg, When men 

Know not their duty, it is time, my lord. 
For women to do theirs. A danger threatens — 
Douglas hangs back, and calls himself a Douglas ! 
Take you another name, Lord Angus. 
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Ang. To your seam ! 

Ton speak like Master Cochrane. 

Marg, For I feel 

Uke the Earl of Mar. 

Ang, Rememher, pray you, madam, 

Who 'tis you are ; you hear no nameless name. 

Marg. Nor wavering heart! Angus! for shame, 
Lord Angus ! 
To hear the clarion sounding for the hattle, 
And keep you from the van ! Have you forgotten 
How ^ood Sir James took Rohert Bruce 's heart, 
In a nch silver casket locked and harred. 
Among the heathen Saracens of Spain ; 
And when the fight was thickest, flung the heart 
Into the midst, and said to it, '^ Lead on 
Aa fhou wert wont, Douglas will fpllow thee I" 
And so he did, and slew the infidels 
Till he was slain ; he was your ancestor ; 
For shame, for shame ! 

Cock, There spoke the Randolph voice! 

There heat the Randolph heart ! hear you her words. 
And falter in your duty ? [to the LordsJl 
' Marg, Angus ! Angus ! 

Oh, if I were a man, I would not speak — 
No, I would act ; hut hearing a weak hand, 
I give my tongue its way ; 1 warn you, Angus, 
You cast the pedestal from *neath your feet — 
You and your lordly friends — on which you stand ! 
You caAt the golden chance away from you 
That makes your interest and your country's one. 
It may not come again : close with Lord Mar — 
March with the king. Would I might march with you ! 
Would I might see the hanner of my house 
Flap in the hreeze ahove the helmed heads 
Of steel-clad Randolphs ! 

Am, But you shall not, girl ; 

Nor James, nor Cochrane ; not a man of them. 
Shall move without my order. 

Marg, Stop me not ! 

They shall ! they shall ! Here, who will be my knight? 
WhoTl lead my men ? There shall not one remain 
Lurking like laggard cowards ! Are ye all 
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Struck dumb by the bold frowning of this man ? 
Who'll take my scarf? 

Afiff, I think, not one of them ; 

I think they know the peril they were in 
Too well for that. '^ 

Coch, [kneeling to Makqab.et']. Olady at your feet 
I kneel ; I'm all unworthy hut to touch 
The scarf that bears the colours of the Randolph ; 
But I will wear it as some sacred thing, 
Some banner that has gathered in its folds 
The treasured blessings of all holy saints ! 

Marg. And lead the men ? Into the front of battle f 
Here, take the scarf — summon them to your power. 

Ang. Now, by my soul, this insult is the last I 
I tell you — off with base concealment now ! — 
Death shall resolve this strife. The man, by heaven, 
That spurns a Douglas dies ! 

Coch. Take back defiance I 

Friendship I've offered twice, you've scorned it twice; 
Now look you to yourselves. The sword is drawn— 
Beware its edge ! 

Aug, Mine has an edge as well. — 

Come, girl, come with me ; you shall learn your place. 

Marg, My place is here. 

Coch, [to standard-bearer]. Advance the royal ban* 
ner! — 
[The banner is held over Margahet's head. 
Lady, you are in safeguard of the Kinff ! 
Who moves a step, who lifts an arm, by heaven 
His doom is spbd. Round her a ring is drawn 
Of duty, trust, allegiance ; back, I say ! 
Who oversteps it dies ! 

Ang, Come, I command you ; 

Come ! 

Marg. What ! a traitor give command to me ? 
Oh, I have that within shoidd bear me up 
Against a thousand renegades like you; 
Go I 

Ang, You shall answer for this thing. 

[Exeunt Angus and Lords, 

Lennox, O ho ! 

I'll join this Cochrane. Angus has no chance. 



Msn xix.] THK CaOCST OV X 



I wish m J fiug e i 
Before I Bgncd. IH 

I think ycm do not knov ^e. v&o: I an : 
I'm not the boU-tmigiiBd Ao^ I leexaed ::3 oe 
When AngOB m owed hk : I woold iBEre rcc z±ik = 
Difierent from that; joa do me vrow. Lord ^Asz : 
Bat I deaerre your dMmgbm. 

Coe^ Fre tfccc g ss en tc 

As on some \iMts natnre ! gazed « jcc 
As on the scnbtmed fiinns ibaoL fill viiiL & 
The heart and Drmi — immonal drftOTL 
Worshipped \gj iStyamt hEsre wovken of eld 
Who clomed die uUeiin gs of diezr iziz«r L 
In shapes of outward bcutT. IL^eisj 
Shone on your bfoar, as on the mazUe irjci 
Of heaven's impcnal Jnno ; l^orinr 
Lived in yonr eyes^ as in die stately Look 
Of loftiest Dian ; and — bat pardon,' lady. 
I knoir not what I say ; it mjute i i not 
What th<Nights are mine — \ prsy yoa pardon me. 

Marg. Pard<m ycm. Mar ? f^idon is nor the word : 
Yoa saved me from Lord Angos — raued me cp 
To thoof hts diat were above me. Ah. Lord >far, 
The oiphan pardons not — she thanks yoa. 

Cock. Nay> 

Pardon is what I ask — I ask no more : 
If I have been too bold — but foes are niglu 

{Gitti Mamgaret to the Cruards. 
Answer the Randolph's safety with toot lires. 
My sword is near; lead onward to the king. 

[ExemU half ike Guardt amd Mabgakbt. 

Re-enter Lexkox. 

Len. My gracious Earl of Mar, I hope your lordship 
Will spare me one half second. 

Cock. What d'ye want ? 

I'm busy. ^ IGotng-] 

Len, My good lord, pray pardon me, 

'Tis on the king's amdrs. 



Cuck. Say on, my lord. 

•en. Myf ■ ' ■■ ' ' -■■ ' 

n do Jan 



Lea. My lord, draw thia way ; fartlier yet, my lordi 



I 



been done by mortal man 
To a king before. 

Coch, Draw back, good Cunningham. 

[Exeuia Gua^.' 
What U the serrice? 

Len. He might give his crown 

To know the service; and yourself, my lord — 
It touches you 110 lesa. 

Coch. Think not of that. 

What service ia it you can do the king ? 

Len. I must have promise ere I do it. Life 
Hangs on it, and death ! the very hour I speak 
I risk my safety ; if a word were known — 
Nay, if they saw me here — come more this way — 

Coc/i, Lord Lennox, you have come tome unasked; 
You tell me you cnn serve the king. 

But I must have sure guerdon for the deed. 

CocA. What is it ? You say life is on the cast, 
And yet you talk of guerdon! What is it7 
Land ? tides? money ? Name the aum, my lord ; 
Is it by weight you sell your services. 
Or length or breadth 1 What is your price, I say 2 

Len. Look not so fierce, talk not so loud, Lord Mar : 
You know that Albany ia on the Border 
With a strong English foroo ? 

CocA. Ay. 

Len. Well, my lord, 

But will you answer that his grace consent 
To grant my suit J 

Coch. Go on, go on. 

Len. And you. 

You'll aid me, too? 

Cock. Say on, and have no fear. 

Len. Well, Albany has dealings with our chiefa — 
With me — myself — I can't deny the fact — 
With Gairliea, Selon, Gray— with all of us. 

Coeh. Not all, think better; not with all — remera- 
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Lem, Yes, aD— pxeejiL of shutbe. Sjut JBmsF^Ffasici 
Cnwfasd aiid DrnxzaDoiid — bm cssfik Th«?K tv-l. 
AIL 

CodL Xo, Bot fllL I -Anrik 'Atsrt besc une iise^ 
Too praiidlj for mch deed — -lihivQci: rbs: bexd^ xtesn 
Loves me not — there's so ireabberr imu zinx^ 
In gaDant Angus ! 

Zen. He vrxiiiudf 'im T>7^er : 

He wffl not aid tiie amnr. 

Cock. Bo: iTKEasf zi^i: 

With hrihei and dpaTfngt irhx fust ATuErr. 

Len. Oh, hul he does. H*1I fnr± iiuf T*«r]r rir"-* 
To the Sonthem March to ^ocr the ETir'iw f x-» - 
He's got the cons. 

Cock, Xo. no ! 

Zea. Tr^V rf ib* ri«L 

And I am sore voaH nerer grades T^^t yrir* 
I ask for what 1 do. 

Cock. I diink of ii. 

Yoa risk your life hr tieason to thsM z:**^ 
And ransom it from treascm to ibt r'-^.r- 
For what yoa say of Angus — incrk zi.C fdr. 
It cannot he ; the hrare hare lifiiCT ilicn^r^ts. 

Z«fi. My lord, the hausbed AibLr.T L&/ hi-LX 
His missives to as alL The Icxrdi tre bsLLded 
To give no aid to James : the £L?Ii±li king 
Gives help to Albanr, and dshns the croirn 
As snzeram lord, "the dnke has given ccnsent 
To hold it in foil homage : IVe the deed 
For signature ; already there are nuses — 

Codi, The renegades ! the traitors ! Give it me. 
Where is the deed ? 

Len, But is the guerdon granted ? 

Coch, Name it. Bat give the deed. 

Len, That his good grace 

Would give me Angus' ward, the Lady Margaret ; 
And you must recommend my suit, my lord. 
Angus consents that I should wed the girl, 
Bat claims one half her lands — the hest half, too : 
Now if a manor or two — 

Cock. Give patience, Heaven ! 

And keep me from hot sin on this man's life ! [Aside. 
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Len, Play not so fiercely with the dagger heft ; 
The king is guardian in cmef ; his grace 
Must give the estates in Aill. 

Cock. YHiere is the deed ? 

Len. In my glove sleeve. 

Coch. Lord Lennox, look on me 

You'll see no jesting spirit in my eyes : 
You go not hence alive till you've resigned 
That deed. 

Len, Alive ! you mean it not, my lord. 
I would not grudge — 

• Coch, If, ere you hreathe three times, 

You lay it not within my hand, you die. 
By Heaven ! I'd think it sport and happiness 
To spurn you into ashes with my heel. 
Give me that deed. 

Len, There, take it. 

Coch, Cunningham ! 

Enter Cunningham and guard. 

Keep the Lord Lennox in close ward ; one word, 

One sign, one motion, cleave him to the chin. 

Away ! [Lennox is led off. Tears open tite deec 

and reads. 
Gray — Gairlies — Angus! — God before ! 
Treason shall pay its penalty in death ! 
The loftiest head, the nrst ! Justice, bare arm'd. 
Shall steep the proudest of their crests in blood. [Ext 



ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A HaU in Angus' House. 

Angus, Gairlies, Gray, ^c, A table, goblets, %^, 

Ang. If he had fifty devils at his back. 
He shall not daunt me thus ! The Randolph's knight 
Before my very eyes to wear her badge 
And summon ner array ! No, by St. Bride ! 
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He shall not trample on us so. Lie still, [Tb his sword, 
I feel you panting in the sheath ! 

Gair. My lord, 

Reflect — ^it's madness to go on. 

Ang, Oh, is it ? 

We're all a little mad in Liddesdale. 

Gair.. H'm — maybe so ; 'twere wiser to repent. 

Ang, Repent ! the Douglas does not know the word, 
Save to some shav'Ung priest at shriving time ; 
But if you faint in heart, and quake at the knees, 
And tremble and look pale — 

Gair. You know me, Angus, 

Too well for that ; I only wished we had found 
Some other way to reach our aim. 

Afiff. No, by the rood ! 

Short shrift, quick end. I hate your " other" ways. 
1 see a deer, I stab it in the throat — 
I see a wolf, I spear it ere it springs — 
I see a man, I slay him where he stands : .7 ' " 
I like no *' other ways" to reach my aim. 

Gair. We're ready to obey you. What's your plan ? 

Ana. My train now waits me at the nether port ; 
And by good spurring I may sound the horn 
In Nitnsdale yet, and rouse the Douglases 
To meet this Cochrane ere he sees the Esk. 
There are twelve hundred spears in Douglas' train ; 
I trust Lord Mar will find their points more sharp 
Than he found mine. And so farewell, my lords. 

[^Going. 

Enter Herald. 

Herald. The king sends greeting to the Earl of 
Angus ; 
You are his prisoner. He will speak your doom 
Ere fleets an hour. 

Ang. My train — my train ! 

Herald. The king 

Has sent them forward, save some twenty spears, 
To Lauder. 

Ang. Was it James did this, my friend? 

Herald. I had my message from the Earl of Mar. 

\Exit. 
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Aim, Fill me a stoup of wine \ A priflonfr — 
The Malvoisie from Paris — Coclurane thouglit 
To cheat me of my stirrup-cup [Sqmre gives cup] ; ' pc 

on! 
Let it shine upward to the brim [^drinks]. This cup 
Was given by James's father to my father ; 
The crown is on the lid — the Scottish crown — 
It is not half so solid as it looks. 
See ! [ Wrenches crown off the cup and crushes 

Speak I plain enough? the crown is dust! 
It had been better for this senseless king 
To ha' let me go. It would have pleased me well 
To deal with Mar. I must go higher now. 

\ Doors open, A fUmru 

A Herald, Room for the king ! 

Enter James, Cochrane, and Guards, 

James, What is your quest, Lord Mar? 

Coch, I call for judgment on tnis traitor. 

James. Angus, 

What means this thing ? We've come expectant he 
By the advice of our true liegeman, Mar, 
Who told us he would bring before our seat — 
The seat of judgment, but of justice too— 
Traitors — he named them not — and you are here. 

Ang, Ay, sir, a prisoner ; seized In my own hall. 
What reason has Lord Mar to call me traitor ? 
If I make bold to redd my private quarrel 
With the Lord Mar, Lord Mar is not yet king, 
That I have heard of, to make open feud 
And a drawn sword a treason. If your grace 
Thinks quarrelling with Lord Mar a crime 'gainst y< 
And a rough man like me, that knows no more 
Than his own tongue, is to be gagged or doomed 
Because it pleases the Lord Mar, — God wot, 
I must submit. 

James, Say on, my Lord of Mar. 

I try to steel my heart to a high deed, 
As suits my ofiSce ; what is't he has done ? 

Coch, What has he done ? Lord Angus, give replj 
Here, in this awful presence, answer it. 
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The seat of judgment, b 



Aug. \y, an, a pnsol 
What reason has Lord K 
If I moke bold to redd m^ 
With the Lord Mar, Lw . 
That I have heard of, to n 
And a drawn sword a treM 
Thinks quarrelling with Lor 
And a rough man like i 
Than hia own Tongue, i 
Because it plensea the Lord I 
aubmit. 
James. Say on 

try to steel my heart V. 
^ suits ray office ; what u'tfl 
Caeh, What has he done fff 
.Sere, in this awftil pTeaeocoT 
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Ton did not think it. I hare but one thonglify 
Tour fame, yomr hapfKnes. I will n^A leare yoa. 
If foes gloom round jaa — if the dark daj comet 
When giiet, when danger gather over ytm — 
Strive with it ; I wiU ad yon in the ttriie ; 
There shall be one voice near to comfort too, 
One aim togn aid, one man to die for yM I 

/amet. 'l^yonnoCleare me f— oh. I m faappjr now ! — 
Stin stay with me, advise me, ftreu^rthen me ? 
(A, Walter, let mj tears ^cak what I feel. 
And cannot aaj. 

Coch. Come, cheer yoo, sir, — e'en now 

Tis not too late. So kind a heart u toots 
Wins loving aenriee. Angns will rid* fcvth 
To join the amy. Ton most ^^rtct^ him, nr. 
The royal flag most float o'er town a&d Urmer, 

Jamet, We shall act fiwaaid — <>hy thk very b//ur^ 
And reach the camp befere the dawn rA6zy^ 
Go to the I^dy Margaret — bid imt nmoKWi 
Her clansmen from oie feUovin^ of Angus, 
And yoaH not leave me! I warn hoped ffM' h; 
I have no words for thanks Bjt^xn tx»fi soon« [KxU. 
Cock. Good, kind — to<» gv^d, v>c» kind. Tlie tim^ 
draws near 
That ends this weary straggie. L«Ei it come* [£!i 



ScESc IL — J B^!0sm im Jl^sdyrood, 



Iad|y 2). I cannot bear to m^ r'^ w<m^. Weirp IMH^ 
!>» Maigaret- 

^sry. Wb0 was is vfA r*M I was w«4|rfn|^? 

I weep not; if a tear coobe to aty ^rre, 
T^notofgTMC 

^^ 2>. And what «ad Aflf^vu v> yoo ? 

^or^. He did not fldcy ; \a )iuiuA^ h^ $pw$i$A, Wt 
A J lowed, 

f <»g, a boar, a baC—fl^ aun. fi«v manu 
I tellyoa, Drammmi, ^ ^lW Ibaad^ab mm^ 
^^ It's so soft and mm:: r^-cf s: bad M4 
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A dagger, be'd ha' spoke in different tones — 
He would, I tell you ! 

Lady Z>. Margaret, are you mad ? 

Marg, Perhaps I am, and therefore bear with n 
Bear with me, Drummond, let me lean on you. 
Give me a heart to trust to, if I weep. 
But no, I will not weep. 

Lady Z>. And so Lord Mar 

Stood by you ; and he wears the Randolph coloun 
Oh, he's so wise, that man ! I've heard them say, 
Too wise. 

Marg. Ah, Drummond, know you this, — that m 
Who go far down into the deep earth's caves, 
Down, down in darkness, out of sight and sound. 
Look up through the thick night, and see the heav 
All filled with stars at mid-day ; — ^great bright star 
That purblind eyes blinking in the hot light 
See not? 

Ltidy D, Indeed ? 

Marg, And so, perhaps, 'tis well 

Not to live ever in the noonday sun. 
But see the starlight in deep caves. 

Lady Z>. Indeed ? 

There is a sound, as if your words had meaning, 
But I can't catch it. 

Marg. Then, another thing ; 

I've heard, that when the traveller climbs the ridg 
Of some far mountain, piercing the blue sky. 
Up, up, far up in heaven — that on the top 
Sound is not, and a duU, dead silence reigns. 
Ever — for ever in the unsyllabled air. 

Lady D. Well, Margaret? 

Marg. So, perhaps the lowlier 

Catch voices that ne'er reach to such a height 
As kings and nobles strain for. 

Lady D. You're above me,- 

I know not what you say ; I wish you'd tell me 
Some pretty tale mstead. 

Marg. A pretty tale : 

How Lady Drummond jogged along through life : 
Did what her mother told her when a child ; 
Married, because her father wished her married ; 
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Follows her lord's commands, because it's right ; 
Goes oft to mass, because the church requires it ; 
Fasts all through Lent, and eats but fish on Fridays; — 
A happy, pleasant, easy, dear good woman, — 
^o'd gape and quake as if she saw a spirit, 
If a great Thought — a thing that fills the heart. 
That lifts the soul, that shakes the poor frail limbs — 
Entered her brain, flushed her pale brow and cheeks, 
And filled her eye with tears. But, silly girl. 
Why do I talk of tears? See, I'm not sad. 
What I have here may make me grave, calm, bold, 
Kot sad ; and therefore, Drummond, mark me well, 
I'ye done with tears. 

Enter an Attendant, 

Attend, Please you, the Earl of Mar. 

Marg, I'm glad he comes. 

Lady Z>. I will not wait his presence. 

Ill to the Queen. [Exit. 

Enter Cochrane. 

Marg, I looked for you ere this ; 

The badge you wear assures you kindest welcome. 

Coch, I have the king's command to visit you. 

Marg, You rob your coming of its sweetest grace ; 
1 hoped 'twas by no king's command you came, 
But willingly ; but no, — forgive my idle talk, — 
There's something on your brow — there is a look — 
h the king safe ? Does Angus yield, and go ? 

(^och. The host has moved for Lauder. 

Uarg, Angus with them ? 

I And Gray ? and Gairlies? But you'll not desert me ? 
1 Yottll wear my colours still ? 

Cach, I had not dared 

[To lift my hopes so high — I feared — I thought ; 
lou looked^ — you spoke ; I dreamed you would not 
deign 

Jtforjf. Now then, my lord ; I have deserv'd this pang ; 
time I make confession of my faults. 
I was wrong — how wrong ! I knew you not ; 

*«8 80 thoughtless. Say you'll pardon me. 

^ not strength to climb to the pure height 

D 
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Of thoughts like yours. But tell me you forgive me, 

Coch, Forgive you, lady ! — 

Marg, But I let my tongi 

Rail on you, and my eyes ; but they were false ! 
There was an awe withm me even then, 
I knew not why : I saw you placed so high 
O'er other men. You seemed some mountain ridge 
Far up, near heaven ; but cold : — and yet it caught 
The sunshine first. You must have thought me wea 
And harsh, and cruel. Do you forgive me. Mar ? 

Coch, Look not with eyes like these — ^let me n 
hear 
I A voice like that, — they'll make the doom more sad 
That han^s above me ; let me bear a life 
Dark, jo)aes8, — with no star to shine on it. 
Save duty and allegiance ; let me not 
Cherish a dream, — nay, turn you not away ; 
I would not have you turn away your eyes. 

Marg, I thought you told me not to look on you. 
Nor speak ; I turn away from you 
Because I would not you should see me weep. 

Coch, No, weep not — there should never sorr 
come 
To eyes like yours. 

Marg. Did you not say, a doom 

Hung over you ? And that your life was dark 
And joyless ? 

Coch, And you weep ! O Margaret, 

If I might take your hand, and look on you^ 
And tell you — but, no, no ; it may not be I 

Marg, Wherefore ? I know not what your wc 
portend ; 
But this I know ; there beats one heart. Lord Mar, 
That shares your grief, whate'er your grief may be^ 
That would be partner of the darkest doom 
That can be yours. 

Coch, And this to me — to me ? 

Margaret, this hour overpays a life of grief. 
Come what come may, I've heard from those dear 
Words that would sweeten death : ay, let it come ^ 
It cannot rob me of this ecstacy ! 

Marg, Am I forgiven. Mar ? 
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Coch. Oh, ask me not ! 

Let me but look into your eyes, and dream ; 
'Words can add nothing to the perfect bliss 
Xbat binds us. 

Marg, But you leave me for the host. 

Coch. Ay, love, to come to you again in joy, 
Mrith peace, war's holiest triumph, on my sword. 
]L«et the base traitors threaten ; there's a power 
AVithin me now shall quell them ; and the spell 
That chains them, — that wakes hope within my heart. 
Strength in my arm, — shall be my Margaret's love ! 
Come, dearest, to the king ; 'twill glad his heart 
To see me happy. He will thank you ; come. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT V. 

Scene I. — The Tent of Angus at Lauder. 

■^nter Angus, Gairlies, Lords, and attendants, Ano 

putting on armour, 

Ang^ He said he'd speak my doom. My gaimtlei 
knave ! 
I^et him look to his own. The dirk that came 
Last week from Milan ; the short sword I wore 
-A.t Rothesay, when I slew John of the Isles, 
^^ill daylight never come ? 

Gair, I think a streak 

^^ glimmering light rests on the pennon points 
O'er all the heath. 

Ang. Let the same glimmer play 

^^ my sword blade ! Listen for their approach ; 
^chrane and James will be among us soon ; 
*ben to it, my lords ! 

Gair. There is a rapid tramp 

^horsemen coming down the Lauder Fell ; 
■N^ow they're across the bridge. 

Ang. Are they in force ? 

Gair, I guess not more than two or three score. 
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Aug, Away then ! 
Pause not, hold you your council in the church. 
Lochleven, have my train drawn up. Ere long 
I'll hold a parley with our lord, the king, 
As suits us both. So, leave me now, my lords. 
And wait my coming. lExeunt Lords. 

The grey dawn looks cold ; 
And fitful breezes sway the lazy folds 
Of the white tents ; — what eye shall see them glow 
In the hot blaze of noon ? Will Mar's, or mine ? 
Not both, of that be sure ; unless — but, no — 
It is not worth the trial. If he left 
This nerveless king, and gave his aid to me, — 
Angus and Mar, — who could gainsay us then ? 
Not Albany, nor England, nor no Scot 
In all the land ! With wisdom and a sword 
Like his — Ha ! would he listen to it ? 

[Lennox appears at doot 
Who's there? 

Enter Lennox. 

Len. May I come in. Lord Angus ? 

Ang, Ay, my lord ; 
'Tis easier than your going out will be. 
Lord Lennox, traitor ! spy ! deceiver ! dog ! 
Why does my dagger rest within its sheath ? 
What want you here ? I had no wish to stain 
My hand with such dishonoured blood as yours. 
Speak, ere I slay you. 

Len, I told nothing, Angus, — 

Nothing I could conceal ; speak not so harshly ; 
I tell you, I will aid you to my best 
Against the king, or Mar, or any one. 

Anff. Oh, you are changed, then ! What is it ycr 
can do ? 

Len, All, any thing ; Lord Mar, if that's his name 
Has played me false; wears Margaret Randolph: 

colours ; 
Claims her for bride, and has his claim allowed. 
I'd slay him with this hand. 

Ang. Oh, you speak wellj 

But that's a work for worthier hand than yours. 
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Wliat is*t you want? I*d be alone, I tell you. 
Go ; I remit your life : 'twould shame my blade 
To lift it on a thing so poor as you. 
Go, sir! 

Len. Lord Angus, 'twas to offer aid 
I came to you. I bear command to-day 
Of the king's guard. 
Ang, Ah ! well ; — what then ? 
Len, I thought 

I might be useful. Give me but revenge ; 
I ask no more. 

Ang, Revenge ? and you command 

The guard ? Well, then ; you shall have your revenge. 
Withdraw your men when I'm in speech with James ; 
I'll take their place with Douglases — ho ! ho ! 
A good device. See that you fail me not. 
Or we have some further settlement to make. 

[^Touching his sword. 
Len. I'll wait you. 

Ang. Come, then ; James must be arrived 

Ere this^ — and some one welcomer than James. 

{^Exeunt. 



Scene II. — Lauder. Grey dawn. The Tents of the 
Army seen on the Plain. Lauder Church in the 
distance, 

Enter James and Cochrane. 

Coch. We've rid through the thick night, and see 
at last 
The opening sky, where the awakened sun • 
Looks from his cradle in the curtained east. 
How still and silent is this morning hour. 
As if in breathless expectation 
It heard the distant coming of the day ! 

James. No happy day. 

Coch. Ay, sir, a happy day. 

If we will make it so ; a day shall bring 
A glad train with him ; bold-eyed Constancy, 
Firm-hearted Hope, with Caution at his side. 
And, God's best gift, Endeavour ! Without these 
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No day is bappy ; with them, there's a light 
To gild the darkest. 

[Lennox leads in the guard, and standi 
motionless at the hack of the stage. 
James, And the host lies there, 

Silent I I know not what the cause may be, 
But something weighs upon my heart. Ah, friend I 

[Leans on Cochrane's shovider. 
Cock. You have lacked sleep ; you've ridden in hot 
speed : 
I pray you, go you to your tent awhile, 
And rest your Lmbs. 
James. And you ; where go you, Walter? 

Coch, Oh, I have thoughts to keep me from my 

couch. 
James. Ah, Walter, what a dull-eyed mole was I 
To see not that two hearts like yours could beat 
But for each other ! 

Coch. Both shall beat for you 

In truest love and loyal watchfulness. 

James. Is it not well I spared Lord Angus' life? 
You blame me not for that ? 

Coch. I trust 'tis well. 

Where is his lordship's tent? Yoimg Daylight stands 
On the far hill, and gathers round his head 
The beams to make his crown that awes the world. 

\_Looks towards the tents* 
They should be stirring, ere the lark on high 
Sings his farewell to the pale morning star. 
I must go rouse them for their work this day. 
I'll come to you, ere long ; but rest meanwnile. 

lEsit. 
[The guards go o^— Angus mid the 
Douglases enter. 
James [not perceiving the change']. This is a weary 
time ; this clang of war 
Jars on my heart ; an 'twere not for my faith 
In Walter, and the strength my spirit draws 
From his high thoughts, this life were but a weight 
Numbing the soul. After too brief repose 
I must enclasp this tired breast in mail, 
And then for council ; well — [Is gomg. 
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^ng. [coming forward]. It needeth not. 
James, Angus ! what mean you ? 
jdng, I speak plain enough. 

It needeth not that you take counsel, sir : 
Our plans are fixed. 

James, What thing is this ? what speech ? 

How dare you speak to your anointed king 
In guise so harsh ! 

^nff, I speak not in such words 

As your fair friends, — your minstrels, and such like ; 
But I speak plain. 

James, Guards, seize this man ! 

^nff. My liege [pointing to the Douglas standard], 

see you me banner ? 
James, Treason! what is this? 

Anff. No treason, sir, but justice. It is time 
A Scottish king kept worthier company. 
James, What is it you mean ? 
<dnff. I'll shew you what we mean ; 

And your proud minion, Cochrane. 

James, What of him ? 

You mean not ill to him ? Oh, spare him, Angus, 
And 111 forgive you all ! 

Ang* I think, my liege, 

Twere better you reflect, when you forgive, 
What's your forgiveness worth. The Douglases 
Have something to forgive as well as you. 
They're not forgotten how your father, sir. 
Slew Douglas — basely, treacherously slew him 
In his own hall. There may be thoughts like these 
In some that own his blood. 

James, But you'll not dare 

To take his life — to slay him ; him, so wise, 
So good, so brave I Let me but go to him. 

Ang. Move not an inch. I mean your grace no 
Bcaith, 
Unless, unless — 

James. 'Tis not about myself ; 

I'd have you spare my friend. 

Angus [to the guards.] Let him not stir ! 

I tell you, sir, the doom ere this is passed. 
He dies, with all the crew of them. Nay, nay. 
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This is no time for holiday sweet words ; 
'Tis at your peril if you move. 

Enter Margaret in riding cloak and hood, 

Marg, Come I in time ? 

Oh, sir, I heard that treason was afoot, — 
I rode in headlong haste : oh, where is Mar ? 
Angus — my liege — what does this silence mean ? 

Ang. It means that we are trampled on no longer. 

James, It means that Mar is doomed. 

Marg, Then it was true 

Angus, I kneel before you ; tell me — tell me, 
What is't you do 1 Oh, sir ! have pity on him, — 
Pity on me ! — I never thought to live 
To ask your pity, — but — have pity on me ! 

Ang, It makes my cheek grow red to listen to you, 
A Randolph asking pity for that man ! 

James. Save him. Lord Angus ! Is it power you ask? 
I give you power, wealth — afl. that you can wish ; 
But let me hear that Cochrane is in safety. 

Ang. Go, sir ! It fits you ill to waste your breath 
In suit so idle. Lead his grace to his tent. 

James, Say that you'll save him ere I go. 

Ang, Farewell. 

Move him away, I say. 

[^The king goes off with the guards, 

Marg, Where is Lord Mar? 

If 'tis too late to save him, let me share 
The fate that may be his : in life or death — 
In weal or woe, our doom is one for ever. 

Ang, Perhaps 'tis not too late. 

Marg, What ! not too late ? 

O Angus, I will love you from this hour, 
As never daughter loved her sire before ; 
I'll tend upon your steps where'er you go,— 
1'U place a crown of blessings on your head 
With my dear prayers. Tell me 'tis not too late I 

Ang, It rests with him and you. I hate him not ; 
Albeit he would have given me to the axe. 

Marg, Rests it with me? name but the price you 
ask, 
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Tell me what I may do to save his life. 

Oh, he will do your hest, whate'er it be, 

Tor it will give him back to me ! Come, Angus, 

Take me to where he is. Let me but see him, — 

1 tell you, I will win him to your will. 

His life — his life ! Oh, give me but his Ufe ! 

And I will wear you ever in my heart. 

Come, come. 

Ang, Build not your hopes too high. 

Marg. Come, come. [Exeunt, 



Scene III. — The Church at Lauder, A great door at 
the hack of the stage with a wicket in it. 

Lords, Gairlies, 8fc, 

Enter Lennox hurriedly, 

Len, Cochrane is on his way : — now life or death 
For him or us, is as this hour shall send. 

Gair, What shall we do ? 

Len, Where is the Earl of Angus ? 

He spoke so boldly when no danger threatened ; 
He should be here. 

Gair. Are we to kill the man ? 

Gray, Angus has sworn he'll do it. 

Len. So would I, 

If, if— 

Enter Cochrane. 

Coch. What make you here, my lords ? 'Twere time 
To strike the tents, and blow the horn for march. 
What holds you dumb? Come I am unwelcome here? 

Bish. Your lordship, you were scarce expected yet ; 
We thought — 

Gray [and the others pushing Lennox], Go forward. 

Len, No, not I. 

Gair. 1 will, then. 

Coch, [to Bishop]. Well, my lord, what was your 
thought ? 

Gair, [touching Cochrane^s hunting horn]. That you 
have blown the horn too long — a rope 
Would suit you better. 
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Coch, Are you in earnest, sir? 

Or is it a mock ? 

Gair. No mock, as you shall find. 

Lords, No mock, no mock. 

Coch, [to the Lords, and seizing Gairlies"]. Grive way 
there, coward lord ! 
Say your last prayer. I would not slay your soul ; 
Hence, or your lives are dust ! What mean you, sir, 
By words so bold ? 

Gair, Nothing, my lord. 

Coch. Be safe. 

And keep a watch upon your babbling tongue. 

[Reletxaes him. 

Bish, Alas, sir, 'twas a foolish frowardness ; 
They knew not what they did. Give me some speech 
Apart, I pray you. 

Coch» Let their lordships go. 

[ Watches them as they go out, 

Gair, [to Gray as they are going"]. We'll bar the 
outer door till Angus comes ; 
He leaves not this alive. 

Gray, A good stout twine, 

And a high gallows tree. [Exeunt Lordt, 

Coch, \to Bishop], And now, my lord, 

What is it you would tell me ? 

Bish, [putting off time tiU Angus comes]. Oh, my 
lord, 
This is a sinful time. Alas, how black 
Are all our hearts, how sunk from innocence ! 

Coch, Well? 

Bish, Would it not be wise for even the best 
To put no trust in fleshly arms like these ? 

Coch, Alas, my lord, I looked not at this time 
For homily so grave. 

Bish, l%en, sir, I leave you. [Shouting outside, 

I think I but disturb you. [Exit Bishop. 

Coch, What is this ? 

There's more in this than meets the eye or ear :— 
That taunt^ that insult. [Is going. 
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Enter Angus and Margaret. 
[Margaret, wrapt in a choky remains behind, 

Ang. Rest you, good my lord. 

Coch. You, too ! 'Twere better we should meet no 
more. 

Ang. But we have met, — and, by St. Bride of Doug- 
las, 
The odds are great we ne'er shall meet again. 
Look you. Lord Mar-^nay, interrupt me not — 
I'll fell my own plain tale as suits me best : 
You think I hate you. Well, I love you not; — 
The reason why you know : these other lords 
Have doomed you to a death, within this hour, 
Tliat fits not a brave man ; and that you're brave. 
And wise, and kind, he'd be a bold-tongued knave 
That would gainsay when I am by. 

Coch. Go on. 

Ang. The doors are guarded by your enemies ; 
They'd take your life, — nay, I would do it myself, 
If you refused my offer. 

Coch. I refuse it. 

I know not what it is. It comes from you — 
I spurn it, I refuse it. 

Ang, Think again. 

'Tis but to live in quiet in this realm. 
In your own castle, happy, powerful, rich. 
But friendly to my cause. 

Coch. Pray you, my lord. 

Tell me no more. You say the doors are guarded 
With hostile swords ; if they were multiplied 
By twenty times their number, and each sword 
Were pointed by a Douglas, you should fail 
To move my soul one jot. Hostile or not, 
I care not. My bright blade, that never flashed 
Save in the sunlight of an honoured cause. 
Serve me in this my need, as thou hast done 
In strait as great as this ! I warn you, sir. 
Your life is hanging on a thread ! 

Ang. . Reflect. 

Ten minutes shall be yours ; and in my place 
I leave a better pleader than myself, 
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To counsel you ; and so I leave you. 

[ While speaking he leads Margaret to Cochrane' " 
side J and goes out, looking back at them, Coc^ 
RANE, turned away from Margaret, does m^ 
see her. 

Coch, Doomed 

To shameful death ! And Angus offers life— 
And what is life ? what is the fatal charm. 
In that short word that plays ahout the heart, 
And sways it ? 'Tis a vain, blank, worthless thing : 
A sword half drawn, and sheathed in the same breatha 
A flickering leaf, falling from tree to ground ; 
A flight by a poor bird 'tween two black cliffs 
Across some narrow valley ; for brief space 
Sunshine falls on its wings ; a minute more, 
And all is dark again. And for this thing 
Does Angus think to bend me to his wish ? 
You cannot move me, sir, from what I've said : 
Leave me, I charge you. 

Marg, Mar ! 

Coch, My Margaret ! 

What blessed angel brought you to my side ? 
Nay, you're the angel's self, and in the gloom 
Of hour like this, how cheering is the light 
Of your kind eyes! 

Marg, Ay, Walter, they are kind, 

And will be ever kind ; and we shall yet 
Be happy — oh ! how happy — if you yield- 
No, not to Angus — if you yield to me. 
Will you not yield to me ? 

Coch, I know your heart 

Too well to think you'd plead for any thing 
That brought dishonour with it. Shall I yield 
To you ? Yes, I will yield. 

Marg, And leave the strife 

Of pride and anger to those desperate men ? 
While we— O Walter, what a life of joy 
Will shine on us ! — never to part again — 
In some far spot, in our own peaceful home, 
Together, still together, till we die ! 
Tell Angus you consent. Oh, thanks for this ! 
I'll pay you for it all my life with love ! 
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Coch. Consent to what ? 

Marg, To be Lord Angus* friend; 

*To leave the court, to live in peaceful state, 
IFar from tumultuous thrones and wayward kings. 

Coch, [looking to the door\. What ! tempt me to my 
ruin by these lips ? 
Tillain, I tell you, no ! — My Margaret, 
^ou know not what you ask. You bid me lift 
TMy sacrilegious hand upon my friend, — 
You bid me be a traitor to the king. 
False to my country, and unworthy you. 
You ask me — no, you know not what you ask. 
I thought you knew me. 

Mary. Once I thought my heart 

Was nobler than I find it : once I thought 
I could have died with gladness ; but, ah me, 
I feel I am but a girl, a poor weak girl : 
I wished to have you mine, to be your own, 
Your wife, your all ! I cannot see you die, 
When we might be so happy if you lived ! 
Will you not yield ? 

Coch. And be a thing for scorn ? 

So vile, that all the mountains of the earth 
Heaped in one pile on my dishonoured head 
Would fail to hide me ? Think on what you ask. 
And tell me you would rather have me die 
Than live the slave that they would turn me to. 

Marg. I would not have you change from what you 
are : 
But I am weak ; I thought I was more strong. 1 

Ang. [at door]. Does he consent? 1 

Coch. No ! 

Marg. Yes ; a moment, Angus. — 

Mar ! 

Coch. What ! is it Margaret Randolph's voice 
That tries to win me to disgrace ? I knew not — 

1 was most wrong — forgive me, that my heart 
iDeceived me in this thing. 

Marg. No, no ! away 

^alse womanish fancies ! You shall see me, sir, 
^irm as yourself. I thought not of the price 
They claimed for their forbearance. 
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Coch, Now you speak 

As suits your noble nature, Margaret. 
This is no time for honied words of peace ; 
What mean those men ? 
Marg. They mean your death. 

Coch, I kna 

Marg. A base — base death, so bitter is their wrath 
Ang, \at door"]. Come, does he yield? the clock 
on the stroke ; 
When it strikes six, he lives my friend, or dies 
A felon's death ! I cannot change the doom. 

[Shouting 
Marg. They've seized the king ! 
Coch. Ha ! open wide the door ! 

I'll hew my way through all the fiends in helll 
Marg. They will not open. Back ! come back, de 
Mar! 
They're in strong force. Oh ! if the hour is come, 
Save you from the dishonour of their touch ; 
They'll shame the glories of your noble life 

With hangman-hands ; they'll drag you to a deaih 

I'd have you meet a man^s death as a man, 

But not the death they'd have you die — not that. 

See, I've no tremor now. Shew Roman courage I 

[She offers him a dag^* 
Coch. [rejecting it]. I have a nobler courage than "Cslie 
Roman's — 
Submission : not with coward, hopeless hand 
Shall I strike out the holy lamp of life. 
Margaret, this is the last time we shall part ; 
Farewell ! farewell! — Now, Angus, ope the door! 

[The clock strikes during this^ the door opens, ^^^ 
Cochrane rushes out — clashing of swords ^^^ 
clamour. 
Marg. Guard him, all angels ! aid him I 
Coch. [withouf]. To the king I 

[He is forced hack wounded — he defends ^^ 
entrance — Margaret bars the wicke^^ 
To the king ! to the king ! 

Marg. Mar, Mar ! you are in bloo^I"* 

You're wounded — faint — 

Coch. No, no, the door, I say ! 
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Marg, Lean on me, Mar ; how feel you, dearest Mar ?- 
Coch. As one who struggles in a summer sea, 
^ar from the land, with tired arms, and waves 
^1 round him. 

[^A great knocking at the main dooTy as if to force 
it in ; shouting, Sfc. 

Margaret, give me your sweet hand ; 
Jf I had lived to thank you for your love — 
Jf I had lived — ^but — 

[^He sinks to the ground ; a pause ; noise outside. 

Tell our lord the king, 
I tried to make him honoured, loved, and feared : 
If I had reached his tent, I would have died 
As suits a Scottish noble — at the feet 
Of his kind king. Margaret, what bliss it is 
To see you thus ! I bless you as I die. 

[The great door is hurst open; Angus and the 
others appear ; Cochrane, hy an effort^ 
springs up, and clutches his sword. 
Back ! back ! the ground she treads is holy ground ! 
Back! back! — Ha! [Staggers forward and dies, 

Marg, Heard you what he said ? Give place ! 
Away ! my heart's on fire ! I'll have revenge I 
Traitor and mvurderer I [Rushes on Angus' sword, 

'Tis but what I wished; 
I thank your sword for giving me this death. — 
Walter, they tried to keep me from yovu: side ; 
They cannot do it! How happy 'tis to die 
Thus ! [Dies, 



THE END. 



LONDON: 
Gnat New street. Fetter Lane. 




This book should be returned to 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped below. 

A fine of five cents a day is incurred 
by retaining it beyond the specified 
time. 

Please return promptly. 




